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FRIAR BACON. 


A 0 T L 
CHORUS and AIR. 
Friars Bacon, Bungy, c. 


Che, Is the head made, 

Tell us Friar Bacon? 

Ba. Tes. | | | 

Cho. What hath it ſaid ? 

Ba. Why it hath ſaid— 

Cho. What? 

Ba. Nothing! 

Does it ſpeak, does it gabble ? 
No, not yet, 


Tho' much pains we have taken. 
Cho. Then you've made it ne'er a tongue, 
Or like a clapper it had rung. pe 
Ba. Peace! 
Bun. Ceaſe! 


Peace, 


(6) 


Peace, you noiſy rabble; 
Ba. To watch this brazen head, 
Friar Bungy nor I theſe three weeks 
Han't laid down on a bed. 
See, ſee the mouth is open'd, 
But now it ſhuts again, 
| Ifeargood brother Bungy our labour's all in vain. 
Cho. Does it ſpeak, does it gabble? 
Ba. Peace, peace, you noiſy rabble ! 


Reci- 


SF 


RECITATIVE.— 


Bungy. 


Our head broke down! 
Why here's a bleſſed job, 
Crack' d is the crown, 
Oh! my poor brazen nob! 
Curſe on our dozes, 
What a ſad diſaſter! 
2 | Quite broke the noſe is, 
. And no healing plaiſter. 


(8) 


A I R.— Bungy. 


Oh, my poor Harlequin, tho loſt thy joy, 
Courage, and again be merry my boy. 
;  Tho' brother Bacon 
Tho' Bacon 
Thy negligence in dudgeon, 
This chapeau braſs direct thee, 
This wooden ſword protect thee 
Againft the anger of the ſurly old Curmudgeon. 
Hey! the lightning flaſh, 
Hark! the thunder rolls about, 
As 'twould knock the poles about, 


And the rain comes daſh ; 
Flaſh! Daſh! 
Daſh! Flaſh! 


Roll thunder, roll about, 
Nadir, Zenith, pole about. 


The 


( 9) 
The ſkies ſoon ſhall clear, 
And the wrangling thunder ceaſe ; 
. Bright covenant of peace: 
Kind fortune ſoon ſhall ſmile and richer gild the 
And all thy days be happy, tranquil and ſerene. 


( to ) 


A I Ro—Lilligutian Berrow-Woman.. | 


And pretty enough tho I'm paſt my prime; 
Apples and pears in the ſummer I cry, 
And oyſters I ſell thro' the winter time; 
Come, who'll buy ? 
Ho! here am 11 
And thus I roll my barrow thro' the world. 


Is 


Look round the globe by land and by ſea, 


And all ſell ſomething, both woman and man; 
Tho few deal fo fair and fo honeſt as me, 
| Yet they all like me will cheat if they can. 


With come, who'll buy? &. 


DUET. 


| 


| 


( mz 3 


D U E T.—Brobdingnag Bey and Girl. 


| Boy. There was a little boy, 


Girl. And a little Girl, 
Both. Liv'd in an alley. 
Boy. Says the little boy to the little girl, 


Shall I, Oh, ſhall I ? 


Girl. Says the little girl to the little boy, 


What would you do? 
Says the little boy to the little girl 
1 would kiſs you. 
Boy, I'm the little boy, 
Girl. I'm the little girl. 
Boy, Then kiſs little Sammy. 


Girl. If I kifs the boys, I ſhall be whip'd, 
Whip'd by my mammy. 


Boy. Your 5 often kiſs'd, 


Then why ſhould they blame? 
Come then, pretty miſs, 
Give me t' other kiſs, 

We'll do the ſame. 


End of Firſt Part. 
B2 


( 23 ) 


DESERVE her you love, and your tongue I'll 
let looſe, 5 
But firſt lend an ear, for you know not its uſe; 

The tongue often leads in the journey of life, 

Thro' flowers and brambles, ſweet peace, or 

Your queſtions be few, and with caution reply, 

Yet ſcorn to diſhonor your tongue with a lie. 

Take care how your tongue proves the key to 
your mind, | 

Left folly prevent what ſage prudence deſign d. 


4 


Be candid and open when ſure of your friend ; 
When abſent his character boldly defend; 
Adviſe if in error, reprove if in fault, 

For dear is that friendſhip with flattery bought. 
Your tongue when inclining to cenſure or blame, 


fame; 


Who thinks you ſpeak truth, . never 


deceive, 
Nor wrong the fond maid 1 — 
believe. 


Friar 


Ax firſt of your heart, might not you do the 
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5 & 


For gold I'm ſure you're good at undermining; 


( 15 ) 


Friar Bungy.—REciTaTive. 


What are you abour here pray? Daddy, why ſo 
grum? 

Eh! kill poor Harlequin, old Stingy Fogrum! 

Wealth's well beſtow'd on thoſe who don't 


abuſe it; 
May he ne'er want who ſpirit has to uſe it. 


For others purſes you ſhall work a lining, 


For gold a dance below, you now ſhall jig it, 
Condemn'd for generous ſouls to delve and 
dig it. 8 | 


8 AIR 


(26) 77 | 


AIR and DUE T. 


_w—_—— — 
In wedlock's bands 
III join your hands, 
And then I'll wiſh you joy. 
A wedding! I ſay no. 
What's here to do? 
Bun. It ſhall be ſo. 
About your buſineſs go. , 
Both. About your buſineſ go. ; 
Bs. | Now rave, 
Bung. Now cant, 
Ba. 
Both. 


It ſhall. 
Ir ſhan't. 
For I will have it fo, 

Bac. I'N anathemize, exorciſe, excommuni- 

cate, 
With bell, book, and candle II harraſs your pate. 
Bun. Crown'd with flowr's of genial ſpring, 
Blooming role and lily fair, | 
Love ſhall ſpread his purple wing, | 
And protect this happy pair. | 
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971. "WP 


Bar. . Sweet gentle lute, 


| A while be mute. 
Jus. Syeet gentle lute, 
Be never mute, 
5 Sweet lute, 
Bc. - "Be mite! 
And let thy ſoul- all- melt ing lay 
In fofteſt murmurs die away ! | 
Now let the trumpet's rattling clangor 
Rouze the ſoul to ſtriſe and anger. 
Bun. Ne'er let the trumpet's tattling clangor 
ERouxe the ſoul to ſtrife and anger. 


Bac. It is decreed that deeds of arms 


Both. | From Beauty's eyes 
Receive the prive 
Within the hall of Combat try'd 


ROUNDELAY: 


Trumpets ceaſe your rattling clarigor ; 

Hente with ſtrife and care and anger. 
Tune the roundelay, and bring 
Chaplets of the roſy ſpring. 


( uw) 
Honor crown the Brave, the Fair, 
Bleſs this faithful happy pair! 


| Still let the generous Hero dars 
His foe in fierce alarms; 


The Victor's vanquiſh'd by the fair: 
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